to me as though I were about to sell my child—went to
his studio and said I was ready. What else was there left
for me to do ?
There was another blow waiting for me. He must
paint me in the nude, said the artist, that was the whole
idea—the naked virgin striding over a ploughed March
field.
I am neither entirely shameless, nor do I think I
am at all a prude, but I was very shocked. I went back
to my triangular room and crouched there and brooded
and weighed it all up and did not know what to do.
Was it easier to stretch oneself out for the benefit of
students, no better than a guinea-pig or an experimental
mouse? Or was it easier to stand naked before this
stranger and earn money with my thin pregnant body ?
At that time, during those days, it was all up with me.
I gave up trying to work, gave up everything, I couldn't
see my ^&ay at all. I became strangely fight-headed
through having nothing to eat. There is a peculiar kind
of intoxication which comes over one when one is half-
starved, and in this dancing and completely confused
condition I set off one day and brought my decision to
my artist. I took off my things behind a screen- I was
very cold and was shivering against my will. I seemed
to myself to be indescribably ugly and distorted, and that
made, my shame as biting as tie cut of a whip, Tfae
artist seemed to be excited, his nostrils were trembling,
I was immeasurably afraid. But I did not understand him
then. I did not realise the fever of work that he exuded.
I stood for a long time then; for more than an hour.
I felt very strange, I cannot describe it. I understood
all the torments and persecutions of the Saints, all the
martyrdoms of the Calendar at once. I felt the stigmata
on my body. It seemed as though I must begin to bleed
from internal wounds. Yes, that is how it seemed* I ain
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